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Kind friends and kind readers, most gracious, 
According to promise I made, 
Ere this I’d been calling upon you, 
But my Muse, the fickle old jade, 
Kept putting me off with excuses, 
Not a rhyme for my writing she’d croon; 
So in spirit of “Dolce far Niente” 
We wasted the bright days of June. 


But at length, grown weary of waiting, 
I took my Miss Muse to task, 

I’m tired of your manner ‘so dawdling, 
Your favor no more will I ask; 

No more will I list your excuses, 
No more will I lst to your woes, 

And if you won't rhyme for my story 
Egad; then I'll write it in prose. 


Now this put my Muse on her mettle, 
She flew in a spluttering rage, 
Get pencil and paper, Sir Poet, 
To flood you with rhymes Ill engage. 
Quoth I, at your word, Miss, I'l] take you, 
I’m used to her spasmodic ways, 
So now while the fit is upon her, 
Let us back to our Old Village Days. 
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Errata Volume One 


And now, kind friends, you'll think it strange, 
Since I’m so well begun, 

And having for my former book 
Somewhat your praises won, 

That I should crab-like backward crawl 
*Mong things that we have done, 

Begin my second volume thus: 
Errata—Volume One. 


Sut this is how :t comes about, 
Since I’d been circumspect, 

And feeling justice should be done, 
An error I’d correct; 

And so permit me to explain, 
I’ve promised to and will, 

And my mistake was all anent 
Our first built paper mill. 


I placed the date—’twas long before 
My memory could fix, 

So placed the date as I was told, 
At Eighteen twenty-six; 

*Twas in the spring of ’23 
That Jesse Symonds came, 

Leased site for mill, at once began 
Erection of the same. 
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Death came to him in early fall, 
Ere yet the mill was done, 

‘The widow’s brother finished what 
The husband had begun; 

A three years lease was given then 
ho Henry W.. Clark; 

And paper made here bore for years 
His well known “water mark.” 


So I was wrong about the date 
Of paper making here, 

’Bout who was first in building line, 
As well as of the year; 

Lo give the proper credit here 
The chance I gladly take, 

That Symonds was the first to build 
And Clark the first to make. 


Some Village Day Hotels 


I've had it in my mind that you 
Perchance would like to know 
Some things about our old hotels 
Of sixty years ago; 
Some have felt the blight of fire, 
Of some there’s now no trace, 
And some have passed to other use, 
And some to new give place. 
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So let us take a jaunt along 
The old way into town, 
From Lewiston and Rochester, 
Along Ontario down 
To where it joined and made the turn 
From old-time end of Main, 
Ere new built road from Buffalo 
Put Falls street on the gain. 


First at the bend as we came in, 
Pleased comment to arouse, 
Now out of use, then looming up, 

The New Niagara House; 

And many noted hotel men 
Kept it with varied luck, 

As long ago as sixty-three 
"Twas kept by Alvah Gluck. 


Now let us pass along the road 
About a block or so, 

The old St. Lawrence of that time 
But few of it may know; 

"Twas bought by Averil, genial host, 
Well known ‘mong traveling men, 

By him the house was newly named, 
Was called “The Averil’ then. 


but changing times came on apace, 
Its hotel life was o’er, 

here EM: Clarkaormany .vears 
Kept furniture in store; 

When our Salvation Army came 
To give us goodly care, 

Till their new citadel was built 
They had their barracks there. 
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A little farther ‘long the street 
The Western Hotel, then 

The cradle of success ’twas for 
Our prince of hotel men; 

*T was there in 751, I think, 
That Alvah Gluck began 

In modest way his long career 
As successful hotel man. 


Adjacent, corner Falls and Main, 
The old-time Falls Hotel, 

A grand three-storied structure ’twas, 
As such I mind it well; 

Three stories of piazzas, 
On front and side, L-shape, 

To prove in time of danger 
A handy fire escape. 


And so it proved one summer morn, 
As guests their safety find, 
Fast fleeing from their smoke-filled rooms, 
With surging flames behind; 
For where the long piazzas end 
Their safety soon is found 
On lattice work, for ladder steps, 
They safely reach the ground. 


And high above the cupola 
Old Glory floated out, 

And as it waved ’mid smoke and flame 
Woke many a loyal shout; 

Dense rolls the smoke, the sparks leap high, 
And flames the cupola fill, 

But higher, as if held on high, 
Old Glory triumphs still. 
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But not for long, the tongues of flame, 
Reach higher for their prey, 

The tense line snaps—in shreds of flame 
Old Glory floats away ; 

And flaming shreds of glory 
Were waited on the breeze. 

Or were hung in fiery festoons 
Upon the nearby trees. 


Across the way, as one might say, 
The International stood, 

A good hotel, as hotels went, 
In fact some said too good; 

For village days were not the days 
That some would proudly vaunt, 

And many found it, on their hands, 
A hotel elephant. 


Rathbone of Buffalo began 
In Fighteen forty-nine, 
Foundations walls were quic'ly built, 
All seemed progressing fine ; 
Financial difficulties came, 
Achaltewas: torced, toccal 
They had a good foundation wall, 
But simply, that was all. 


Then Childs thought he would take a hand 
And better the condition, 

"Twas finished, but financially, 
Seemed but a repetition ; 

Then Osborne, Coleman, Bush, et al, 
Fach tried the hotel game, 

But everything seemed coming right 


When. Tl Poaltonccanie: 
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And all went swimmingly at first, 
Success seemed crowding fast, 

Out fell the bottom all at once, 
The dream again was past. 

But for a time firm hands took hold, 
And things were bound to go, 

Progressive men took hold of it— 
Gluck, Ware and Delano. 


John F, McDonald, now we find, j 
Good fortune he compels, 

It seems to be with him a fad , 8 
This owning big hotels; 

te’s taken our ancient hostelrie, 
All olden parts revised, 

And turned it out a grand hotel, 
In all things modernized. 


*Tis but a step I take you now, 
Corner of Bridge and Main, 

For trace of what I write of now 
You’d look today in vain; 

But here upon this corner stood 
Till Eighteen fiftyfour, 

The first of village day hotels, 
‘The Hagle Hotel ot yore. 


No grand hotel was it at all, 
But just a village inn, 
And yet, what guests assembled there, 
What sumptuous fare within; 
For it was in the plenteous time 
Of fish and forest game, | 
High cost of living troubled not 
The favored guests who came. 
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In Eighteen fifty-five twas moved, 
For time such changes bring; 

The great hotel extended then 
By south and western wing; 

As billiard parlor, servant’s hall, 
A laundry at the fast, 

So served the Eagle, titi torn down, 
Its history was past. 


Now move along till we have reached 
The end of Old Main street, 

And here, most famous of them all, 
The Cataract we meet; 

“Twas built in Eighteen thirty-two, 
Full long before our day, 
For half a century and more, 
Its name and fame held sway. 


Jis tame nadetraveleduiarrauela: 
Not only here at home, 

In Europe you would hear of it, 
Where’er you chanced to roam; 

*Twas added toi as years went on, 
As wing by wing it grew, 

Until, most famous of them all, 
No rivalry it knew. 


The river wing reached out until 
The rapids laved its base, 

Lut, aii! the State took that away, 
Of it there’s now no trace; 

How oft the patrons lefi the heat 
Of sun-scorched thoroughfare, 

On balconies breathed purest air 
From river breezes there. 
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"Tis antiquated now and old, 
Out-dated one might say; 
And still, by guests of long ago, 
‘Tis sought for e’en today ; 
#vnd if today it were rebuilt 
On modern hotei pian, 
No introduction it would need, 
It’s name the years wouid span. 


One hotel more, beyond the race, 
How many hold in mind? 
lhe River House, weil known indeed, 
in years far left behind; 
Their baths, well known to all who came, 
They came again, who knew, 
Returning patrons, year by year, 
Sure patronage they drew. 


The Cataract House cast envious eyes 
For years upon the place, 

Then came their chance, they bought it in, 
Removed of it all trace; 

For such is life, and worldly strife, 
We sip Dame Fortune’s cup, 

And all the world is just the saame— 
Big eat the little up. 


Up Falls street way, that early day, 
Hotels indeed were few, 

As memory traces back the street 
It brings to mind but two; 

The Franklin House, long, rambling, old, 
Substantial thougli, of stone, 

From 1840 to that time 
Tis ups atid downs had known. 
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And still as years went on, what change 
Of managers it knew, 

And as the years kept creeping by, 
More antiquated grew; 

Then Wm. Maher the corner bought, 
Took half the building neat, 

Rube Porter took tic other half, 
Extending down Falis street. 


Across the way, diagonal, 
The new balt Empire stood, 
And as hotels went at that day, 
Might well be counted good; 
Here Wm. Samways then essayed 
A try at, hotel-lite, 
Two seasons, so, it proved no go, 
He then gave up the ‘strife, 


Ransome and Avcry next essayed 
To see what, could be done, 

Dropped the Empire from the sign, 
Cailed it the Clarendon ; 

It was a grand high-sounding name, 
But yet it would not do, 

A two years’ test, it proved enough, 
And they as well were through. 


Then Alvah Gluck, whose hotel life, 
Had been successful, planned, 
Sized up the venture carefully, 
Then boldly took a hand; 
Refitting and refurnishing 
Till all was spick and span. 
He dropped the grand high-sounding name, 
Called™it ThesAmerican, 
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Success attended from the first, 
Each year increased its fame, 
Then sad mischance, it felt the blight 
Of fierce devouring flame; 
“Twas war time then, and ’twas not thought 
Expedient to rebuild, 
5o for a time the cellar lay 
With stone and debris filled. 


Now Manager Gluck was not the -man 
To idly stand and wait, 

So he made ready for a bout 
At fisticuffs with fate. ; 

He kept the Franklin and Niagara, 
And set each one in order, 

Anl for a time the Clifton House, 
Far famed, across the border. 


"Tis Sixty-five, things now revive, 
The American site is cleared, 
A larger and a finer house 
New enterprise has reared; 
When lo! ere it was finished quite, 
While shavings strewed the floor, 
It fell a prey to flames again, 
In ruins lay once more. 


But this time enterprise would not 
By adverse fate be held, 
Ere scarce the walls have touched the ground 
They’re starting to rebuild; 
Again the new hotel is built, 
And famous it became, 
’Twas known by travellers far and wide, 
The Spencer, now the name. 
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A quarter of a century here 
By Proprietor Gluck was spent, 
Until in spring of 92 
Once more by flame it went; 
Three times and out, it was enough, 
No more they tempt fate’s shock, 
A business, office building now, 
You find the great Gluck block. 


While on the subject of hotels, 
Pérchances tweremwellathatel 

Should mention some old nearby ones, 
Just give their names and try 

And bring them back into the mind 
Of those who knew them there, 

Or make it plain, to newer friends, 
The places once they were. 


Now, in our North End village days, 
When Bellevue was its name, 

Two fair hotels stood oposite ; 
One fell a prey to flame. 

The American, a goodly house, 
Long since it passed away, 

Where it once stood now stands the stores 
Of Silberbergs today. 


The United States, across the way, 
Conjestedly is set 

’Mong buildings crowding on each side, 
But there it’s standing yet; 

The old Frontier, top of the hill, 
That led down to the boat, 

’Twas built in Eighteen fifty-four, 
Was then a place of note. 
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When the great Suspension Bridge was built, 
And trains first crossing there, 
‘The grand Monteagle House was built 
With prospects more than fair ; 
‘But when you come to buck with fate 
You'll find you simply can’t; 
The hotel’s gone, now in its place 
A great cold storage plant. 


When the North End depot first was built, 
Two new hotels there came, 

The Western Hotel one, and one 
The Central House by name; 

The Western’s standing there today, 
ihe’ Central; Elouse is 2one, 

~ Went up in smoke and flame one night, 

But more of that anon. 


Now, over “ome,” the Clifton House, 
That could not well be missed, 

*Mong earliest built of our hotels, 
eiindeupon thesis; 

First built in Eighteen thirty-four, 
Remodeled Forty-eight, 

Burned Sunday morn, June 26th, 
Of Eighteen ninety-eight. 


’Twas thought ’twould quickly be rebuilt, 
But there was nothing doing, 
For years the walls lay as they fell, | 
A sad, unsightly ruin; cen 
But enterprise at length woke up, 
The walls arose once more, 
Again the Clifton is itself, 
Rebuilt in Nineteen four. 


Page 15 


The Prospect House, for royal style, 
Acquired a world-wide fame, 

And from the prospect there obtained 
It well deserved its name; 

The government must have a park, 
Removal was in order, 

Dave thought ’twould be the best to move 
His house this side the border. 


‘The Union House, I near forgot, 
Sure, Dennis Lane would rise 

In ghostly form and gaze at me 
With sorrow in his eyes 

Should I forget the goodly house 
Where old Hibernians met, 

Methinks in cellar corners, songs 
Of Cdan-na-Gael ring yet. 


For years ’twas called the Windsor House, 
D’ye moind the windy pane 

We voted through at ‘lection times, 
While we stood in the rain. 

‘Lhe hotel’s now the Pittsburg called, 
It shows of time the wear, 

How different from the palmy days 
When it was first built there. 


Now here, perchance, I well might rest, 
And call my task well done, 

Though village days are not yet o’er 
Nor city days yet won; 

From Seventy-one to Ninety-one, 
Years twenty intervene, 

We'll look ’mong hotels’ of those years 
And see what may be seen. 
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The Hotel Kaltenbach was built 
Full thirty years ago, 

first class can only be applied, 
The only class they know; 

Location fine, the prospect grand, 
Each guest remembers well, 

Located far from traffic’s din, 
The quiet, home hotel. 


The Temperance House began quite small, 
Improving bit by bit, 
The original has disappeared, 
There’s nothing left of it; 
Each year that passes, it would seem, 
Of new annexes tells, 
Until it only may be classed 
Among our grand hotels. 


the Hotel Porter came apace, 
Might well be counted fine; 

The Imperial quickly followed it, 
Imposing in design; 

The Hotel Porter burned complete, 
Imperial damaged, too; 

The Hotel Porter built no more, 
The Imperial starts anew. 


Across the way, McMahon’s Hotel, 
Which really was a part 

Of our first business building here, 
The old-time Frontier Mart; 

Called first the Prospect, Isaacs bought 
Sole right to use the same; 

Mike called it then United States, 
The Empire now its name. 
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There’s many more that I might name, 
And make a long review, 

The Cosmopolitan, Colonnade, 
And there’s the Park Place, too, 

The Hotel Mayle and State Park, 
The Clifton called today, 

The European, Rapids and Cascade, 
Along the Riverway. 


“he Schwartz: Hotel on Falls street, too, 
Of village days can tell, 

And Tugby’s grand Goat Island House, 
F’en yet remembered well; 

I think that’s all: but hold; alack! 
John’s wrath I might arouse, 

Jor still they’re serving “ham and eggs” 
At the famous Harvey House. 


Salt’s New Hotel, there also was, 
The Waverly now, you know, 

The Hotel Atlantique, which was built 
By Hengstler long ago; 

‘The Niagara Falls House, Ferguson’s, 
On Main street near to Falls, 

‘These, with the New Columbia, 
Is all my mind recalls. 


But ere I close, one more I’d note, 
Down hy the river stood, 

"Twas built near Hill and Murray’s mill, 
Well might they call it good; 

For in its base, as I’ve been told, 
Each toughened, oaken sill, 

Was from the firm foundation of  - 
Our first built paper mill. 
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I mind me of the merry time 
When this hotel was done, 

How o’er their hocus corner-stone 
They had such heaps of fun; 

Mind how the master builder came, 
And fashioned it with care, 

And how the records of the time 
Were carefully placed there. 


Mind how the builders laid it out 
And spared nor time nor money, 
And how they laid that corner-stone 

With proper ceremony ; 
Mind how the eminent jurist spoke, 
When they enshrined the treasure 
Within the crypt, cut in that stone, 
Of good and ample measure. 


When ages pass, and things of now, 
Should have a different glow, 
There, even then, was talk about 
The State Park, as you may know; 
Then o’er this, then, dismantled house 
These things might all be shown, 
When workmen find the treasure of 
That “grin-stun” corner-stone., 


But as the Reservation came 
And State was paramount, 

The treasure of plain citizens 
Was deemed of small account; 

The hotel soon was moved away, 
Foundation walls laid prone, 

I wonder, in the juggling change, 
How fared that corner-stone. 
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Now was some knowing one on hand, 
To mark it well with eye? 

And carefully removed the same, 
And cribbed it on the sly; 

If such the case, long time has passed, 
*Twould be no harm to say, 

Or e’en admit the truth and tell 
Who has that stone today. 


Hunters and Hunting 
of Settler Times and Later 
Village Days 


Now I’ve been thinking, patient friends, 
Perchance you'd like to know 

What kind of hunting we had here 
In years of long ago; 

My memory brings me back some things 
That now will read quite strange, 

For such things soon are clean forgot, 
These years of whirling change. 


The river then was full of fish, 
No law against their netting, 

‘The woods of foot and feathered game, 
Nor troublesome of getting; 

*Tis even said, those days, of game, 
If you did not pursue, 

Would come to call you to account, 
And would, in tact, hunt you. 
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One time a man named Fisher, 
Tired of hunting far a-field, 

Would try the islands up the stream 
To see what they might yield. — 

I know not how he fared for game, 
How far he had to roam, 

But as the sun was wearing low 
He thought it time for home. 


He took his seat within the boat, 
The oars were in ther place, 
When, crashing through the underbrush, 
Came sounds of lively pace; 
As if belated passenger 
Made haste with all his might, 
‘The bushes parted quick, and, lo! 
A bear appeared in sight. 


Ere Fisher could o’ercome his fright, 
Or single stroke had oared, 

Without so much as by your leave, 
Sir Bruin came aboard ; 

And in the stern sheets took his place, 
As captain in command, 

And sagely gazed across the stream, 
To show where he would land. 


Now Fisher, when he stepped aboard, 
For bears had small concern, 

So laid his gun, as was his wont, 
For safety in the stern; 

Thus Mr. Bear had full control 
Of that ship’s armament. ; 

Fisher to row with might and main 
For shore must be content. 
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iiow oft he’d rowed across before, 
How often afterward, 

Such time he never made as then, 
Nor he e’re worked so hard; 

They near the shore, from Bruin’s acts, 
This Fisher soon doth learn 

A sudden inspiration comes, 
He backs to shore astern. 


The boat holds fast, the bear steps off, 
Fisher acts with zealous speed, 

Shoves clear of shore, his rifle grasps, 
On Bruin draws a bead; 

And then lays down his gun as if 
The act he had repented, 

While Bruin sagely wags his head 
And trots away contented. 


No doubt the bear was well content, 
The hunter lowered his gun 
When thankfully he thought of what 
The bear might well have done; 
Ah! yes, the tale is true enough, 
In records kept with care, 
Of course such things were not, e’en then, 
An every-day affair. 


*Tis less than fifty years ago, 
And hunters know I’m right, 

The honk of wild geese oft were heard 

_ On semi-annual flight. 

But now wild geese fly not o’erhead, 
Though honks full oft repeat, 

And faith they fly more careless now, 
Upon our busy stireet. 
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Great tales are told of. pigeon times, 
When they would fly tltis way 

Irom Pennsylvania’s chestnut woods 
To fields of Canada; 

And how, when thus migrating, they 

~ Would fly so low o’er town 

That by the hundred then they could 
By clothes props be knocked down. 


And how the lads were all alert 
Lo make the leading score, 
And how they brought them in in heaps 
To pack for winter’s store; 
Tor packed in ice, in sugar casks, 
You well might realize, 
Hfow oft in winter time appeared 
The luscious pigeon pies. 


Lut pigeon times were gone ere I 
Came on the scene at all, 

But I remember similar scenes 
With blackbirds here each fall; 
They roosted on Goat Island then, 

The birds in myriads came, 
And hunters gathered by the score 
For slaughter ot the same. 


‘The favorite shooting ground, the road, 
Along by Canfield’s mill, 

Or farther up along the race 
Beside the Porter hill; 

And thousands of the birds were slain 
By boys as well as men, 

And all might feast, as did the king, 
On blackbird pot-pies then. 
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I mind me of one generous pie, 
Upon Goat Island stewed, 
Chef Passaquay lived there at that time, 
And he prepared the food; 
We had a goodly company, 
Methinks I’m near the last, 
Who five and forty years ago 
Sat down to that repast. 


Of birds one hundred, yea, and six, 
To be exact and fair, 

And twenty-six of us sat down 
Four each and two to spare; 

I know that each received their four, 
But ne’er was told in words 

Or written sign by anyone 
Who got those extra birds. 


I’ve ate of other pot-pies since, 
And fain would own their charm, 
Put never yet met anything 
Could match that pie for “warm” 
You may talk about paprika, 
Cayenne, pepper black and white, 
Chiii concarni, Mexican, 
They were all beat out of sight. 


‘The pie was hot, but that was not 
Sole reason why I write, 
But ’twas to introduce the dish 
In which ‘twas cooked that night. 
A caulron, or a kettle say, 
Yes, kettle best will do, 
‘That ’twas a most important one 
You'll find ere I get through. 
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In village days, real village days, 
In sooth ’twas long ago, 
That kettle played its active part 
Full sixty years ago; 
Who owned it? Well, of light on that 
Comes not the faintest gleam, 
None kept it long, so it was owned 
In common, it would seem. 


In those days housewives of the town, 
Had not our modern scope, 

So every spring they had to make 
Their year’s supply of soap; 

That’s where the kettle’s work came in, 
It flew from place to place, 

And raucous voices oft bewailed 
When lost the kettle’s trace. 


And so each spring, for weeks and weeks, 
They followed on its trail, 
And even in belligerent way 
Those housewives wildly strove, 
For the old iron kettle, 
The soap boiling kettle, 
The itinerant kettle 
That roamed round the grove. 


And would you know who they all were 
Who yearly urged their claims, 
Some through posperity survive, 
Some are forgotten names; 
The Maronels and the Passaquays, 
And Mrs. John O’Haire, 
The Cahills and the Haneys, 
There were two oi them lived there, 
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There was Sheeleys, there wer Leaheys, 
And the little Mrs. Hope, 

Who was just as big as any 

When it came to making soap; 

Oft the kettle took a tangent 
And across the alley flew, 

When the Brewsters made a boiling; 
Then the claimant was Giroux. 


Back again, ‘twas claimed by Daveys, 
And by Auntie Cooper's, two, 
Who so mild in all things else 
Most vociferously strove 
For that old iron kettle, 
That soap boiling keitle, 
The itinerant kettle 
That roamed round the grove. 


Next to Chambers, and to Mumifiords, 
On its way! it quickly flew, 
Then was claimed by the O’Gradys, 
And old Sal Slaughter, too; 
Down to Sim’s, near the ferry, 
iver. to Geacanigs neath aeantil 
And was known upon occasions 
It would stray much farther still. 


For when the season was advanced, 
Mind sonst nommore: theyisirove: 
Up to-Bachman’s, and to Murphy’s, 
On thé wing it used to rove; 
Thapeord Mronikertie, 
The soap boiling kettle, 
The itinerant ketric 

‘Lhat roamed, round the erove: 
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Came a time unto that i 2ttle, 
When its usefulness vas o’er, 

For those village days were passing, 
And they boiled their soap no more; 

The last boiling was at Passaquay’s, 
So it fell to him by right, 

That’s how it chanced in it was cooked 
Our rmammoth pie that night. 


When Passaquay from the island moved 
He left the kettle there, 

And sad misfortune came to it, 
And ill beyond repair ; 

For it was left wide open up, 
In it the rain did pour, 

Jack Frost then worked his will on it 
And cracked its side full sore. 


When the house upon the hill was razed 
By Reservation will, 
They found among the rubbish there 
That kettle lying still; ei 
Then off ’mong hosts of other things 
To the Gravel Pit was borne, 
And there reposes to this day 
While I its fate doth mourn. | | | 


The Society Historical 
For relics oft have strove, 
In the Reservation Gravel Pit 
There lies a treasure trove 
In that now useless kettle, 
That frost-fractured kettle, 
That abandoned old kettle 
That once roamed the grove. 
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The day of blackbirds, too, went by, 
All kinds of game soon fail, 

I’ve known a modern sportsman tramp 
All day to bag a quail. 

But ere it got that bad with us 
Our sportsmen were imbued 

To organize a Shooting Club, 
Trap shooting still was good. 


And oft by members of the club 
Long hunting trips were made, 

And being skillful shots they ne’er 
Were of results afraid; 

And many a haunch came duly home, 
And many a brace was strung, 

But the merits of one littie trip 
Iefear has, ne’er been. sung. 


Bring to your mind a restaurant 
Once kept by Chef Romaine, 

Where stands today the Jewett block, 
At corner Falls and Main; 

Some members of the club resolved 
To have a wild duck hunt, 

I don’t remember who they were 
That time performed the stunt. 


But go they did, and got the birds, 
And shipped them home all right, 

And then arranged with Chef Romaine 
To have a festive night; 

They wait a week, nobirds—two, three, 
The birds arrive, but then 

Imagine for yourselves in what 
A state they must have been. 
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They went and saw Doc Chrysler then, 
And told him of their plight, 

By all means have them cooked, egad! 
The birds are now just right; 

They cart the birds down to Romaine’s, 
His sense of smell is squared 

By extra payment, and the birds 
Misgivingly prepared. 


‘The feast is on, the festive souls, 
Around the board have met, 

When from the kitchen in the rear 
The first faint whiff they get; 

Sit still, Monsieurs,; sit still, Mon Dieu; 
I know it bad must seem, 

Zaresrkerze drink! Gieprine ze tow! > 
You soon get used to heem. 


‘The fowls are brought, the onslaught made, 
A dainty pick or two, 

Each bit washed down by brandy raw, 
aiironesy one they reptirough a. 

All but the Captain and the Doc, 
At such a feast we stay, 

A parting drink, then one by one, 
The others siip away. 


But Cap and Doc stick to their birds, 
And tarry o’er the same, 

Gastronomically discussing 
The merits of stale game; 

And when they took their homeward way 
Beneath the starry dome, 

Tis said each careful wrapped and took 
A bird ior breakfast home. 
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They asked Romaine when he’d belike 
To haveranother jeter 

He answered in such language 
l could scarcely here srepeat: 

Nevaire again, Mon Dieu! Nevaire! 
What call heem when zey are? 

Ah! out! I have heem, sair. Zose birds 
Zey were too ripe, by gar! 


But cap and Doc maintained the birds 
Were just the proper thing, 
And as prepared by Chef Romaine 
Fit viands for a king; 
For which, by vote unanimous, 
These two they henceforth dub 
yy ewncient-and ye flonerable 
iiick Haters.of-ye iO libs 


The members of our club, of course, 
As shots were not beginners, 

And oft would go to great State shoots, 
Sometimes come home the winners; 

Then great elation came, and proud 
Their banners were unfurled, 

When Jake Witmer tied Bogardus, 
The wing shot of the world. 


From active work, in contest shoots, 
Bogardus had been barred, 

But still he followed up the shoots, 
As champion shot he starred; 

While holding forth on what he’d done, 
And eke what he could do, 

Jake Witmer, bantering, said I'll shoot 
At fifty birds with you. 
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Bogardus, patronizing, smiled; 
Jake’s chance to win was slim, 
Whereas to kill a hundred straight 
Was easy work for him. 
They named the stakes, arranged for birds, 
The traps were duly placed, 
And each intent to start and win 
The contest boldly faced. 


It fell to Jake to lead off first, 
Bogardus followed on, 

And so alternately they fired 
Until the score was done; 

The shoot grew quite monotonous, 
Wcacsbird -eacha time the ery, 
So quick and sure the aim, the birds 

Got scarcely time to fly. 


The forty-eighth bird rose and fell, 
Jake’s forty-ninth flew wide, 

It wavered out toward the line, 
Hard to escape it tried ; 

Pumienohi dt Tell Juse © er theline, 
Bogardus now could win; 

The bird rose, staggered to the line, 
And, totterin, fell within. 


Eogardus must have careless grown, 
O’er confident, no doubt, 

His bird had fallen at the bounds, 
Then gasped and fluttered out. 

Now here arose disputing point, 
Just here they let it rest, 

The birds remaining might decide, 
It was the crucial test. 
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Now each man firmly took his place, 
His will on victory set, 

Bogardus had an iron nerve, 
But Jake’s was steel, you bet. 

Then each man firmly set his foot, 
As thought of victory spurred, 

As each one careful aimed and fired, 
Each killed ‘his fiftieth bird. 


ihe line birds now became a case 
The judges had to try, 

They arbitrated long, and then 
Declared it was a tite. 

Now whether Jake shot off the tie, 
And easy victim fell, 

I may not put on record here, 
But Jake himself may tell. 


Now off to State shoots went the Club, 
And oft. in force went down, 

But greatest trip of all, their trip 
To-old Batavia: town: 

Of how the members made Rome howl, 
Like witches in Macbeth, 

Perhaps ‘twere best told in the screed, 
The Man that was Talked to Death. 
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Demise and Burial of the 


Man [hat was Talked 
to Death 


Oh, have you heard the sorrowful news? 
The tears that blind my mournful Muse! 
My pen gives forth a saddening wail 
As she strives to tell the woful tale 
Of the Man that was Talked to. Death. 
Come listen now and I will show 
The cause of this heartrending woe; 
The full particulars you shall know 
Of the Man that was Talked to Death. 
The Sportsmen’s State “Associa,” 
They had a shoot the other day; 
"Twas in the town of Bata-via, 
Where happened this tragic death. 
he Nl Clubitheyoventi in forces 
The shots they ranged from best to worse, 
And among the crowd there went along 
A “Limb of the Law,” rhetorically strong, 
And to him is imputed the dreadful wrong 
Of Talking the Man to Death. 
The younger chaps began the fun, 
But ere the night was well begun 
They found that older heads could play 
In as free and careless of cost-ish way ; 
And this is the reason some folks say, 
That the Man was Talked to Death. 
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For the Landlord he went nearly wild, 
Or to say the least and draw it mild, 
He swore like a pirate, and wept like a child, 
Did the Man that was Talked to Death. 
Oh, if. yourhadi been inrPartion Bb. 
With twenty Modocs, wild and free, 
In full war paint and feathers, too, 
With’ Captain, lack*trtead- ties ctems 
They couldn’t have raised the horrible stew 
Which brought the man to his death. 
here was “treorge: Sand? "samy Cand” 12. as 
well, | 
And others more than I can tell, 
Allled by ho Pos they rated: acne 
For the Man that was Talked to Death. 
The fun grew fast, uproarious, gay; 
They turned the night to worse than day; 
‘The Landlord he did wildly pray 
That they would go to rest; 
At this they laughed, each heartless wretch, 
While more his patience they did stretch, 
And now I'll give you just a sketch 
Of how they did him pest. 
Before to bed anyone did go 
The circus it was planned, and though 
A few select the plan did know, 
They carried it out full well; 
As soon as one got into bed 
And pulled the sheet up over his head, _ 
One of the boys would quickly sprawl — 
And underneath that bed he’d crawl, 
Then up goes sleeper, bed and all, 
And down on the floor pell mell. 
One after one the old heads came, 
A victim to that little game, 
Received their spill and cursed the same, 
Then tried to sleep again; 
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1 say they tried, and try it was, 
Though hard they labored in the case, 
As Nature tried to urge her laws, 

They found ’twas all in vain. 

So one by one they took their way 
Down to the office, where they say 
They ranged complaints in such array 

Friend Collins shook with rage; 
Then, once again tosParlor).B 
tle went, and tried to stop the spree, 
While louder yelled the boys in glee 

And pillow war did wage. 

The landlord to the office came, 

Ile swore by every sacred name 

‘Lie whole thing was a cursed shame, 
lsut shame they did not know. 

He said that it would serve them right 

If he should turn them out that night, 

lo let them wander up and down; 

He cared for neither curse nor frown, 

but, to the people of the town, 

He fain would mercy show. 
Then up jumped one just disengaged, 
Who war political had waged, 

A Democrat of great renown, 

Who from the Falls that day came down 

To see the witch called Glory crown 
The members of his club. 

And happy I am in the main 

To say that he came not in vain, 

Though even for the First, we gain, 

When ties come there’s the rub! 
But, as I had begun to tell, 

This noted Judge, who argues well, 
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Began to talk that Landord to; 
He talked him black, he talked him blue, 
He talked him old, talked him new, 
Till he did gasp for breath; 
He stood upon his tip tip toes, 
His fingers just before his nose, 
Says ‘““Now you see,” and “Just suppose” ; 
He argued well, he argued long, 
He argued very, very strong, 
Tie argued right from deepest wrong; 
He talked the Man almost to Death. 
The perspiration rolled like hail, 
‘The landlord leant upon the rail, 
His eyes grew dim, his cheek grew pale, 
Thensenied Hor God’ sahecaker Cyrus: 
breath ! 
The boys may sport, I'll say no more, 
My ill intent to them is o’er, 
Go tell them thus, I send them cheer ; 
Rut ere you go, pray lend your ear 
And tell me, did you ever hear 
Of the Man that was Talked to Death!” 
The Judge just smiled, then up the stair 
Without a comment did repair; 
No need had he to ask the way, 
The sound quick led him to the fray, 
Where fun, triumphant, held the sway 
The whole night through and through. 
And when he came the scene upon, 
The boys, unknowing what he’d done, 
They all combined them every one 
To give the judge a show; 
‘Vhey waited till he got to bed, 
3 know not who the party led, 
But at his poor defenseless head 
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The pillows they did throw. 
Then underneath his cot they crept, 
While others still the uproar kept, 
He nothing knew until he leapt 
DINMLee MH INTOME Le WAIT 
Next morning, when he would have dressed, 
He wished to come out in his best, 
But, Ah! his patience to the test 
Was put, as it must be confessed; 
His\ coat, and boots, and all the ‘rest, 
i*xcepting just—‘That Little Blue Vest,” 
Were gone, no one knew where. 
He called on “Jake” and prayed that he 
The Mayor straightway would go and see, 
To send him up immediately 
in haste, too, as his need was great, 
He feared at the shoot he would be late, 
And he wished not so to be. 
“So” “Jake” he promised that he would, 
And be the luck or bad, or good, 
‘The first man whom he chanced to meet 
Ere he had stepped upon the street | 
Was the Mayor himself, who, when he heard 
Of the man upstairs, the featherless bird, 
(uick to his presence he bestirred 
And offered his help full free. 
The Judge he cried, “Your Honor, this plight 
Is no fault of your servant, unfortunate wight, 
Tor in fun or in earnest, alas! last night 
My duds they were taken away 
To appear on the street in this manner would 
be 
A matter exceeding uncommon with me, 
But the shoot in the field today I would see, 
So a favor you'll grant if you will but make 
‘lhe person or persons my clothing did take 
Return them to me, now I am awake, 
And it’s growing quite late in the day. 
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But the boys having heard of the way he be- 


haved, 

How the landlord had stormed, ranted and 
raved, 

And how :-from his wrath they all had been 
saved 


By Cyrus’s eloquent breath, 
Fis clothes with a pantomimical whisk 
(ome dancing around him exceedingly brisk, 
And the Mayor was saved from running the 
risk 
Of the Man that was Talked to Death! 


Second Night 


Yhe second day’s sport was over and done, 
And\night, thetime ior rest, had come. 
‘Lhe boys concluded no circus to hold, 
Nature, exhausted, would not be controlled; 
So their love for fun it was easy to curb, 
‘They agreed ’mong themselves they would not 
disturb 
The sleepers that night, but peacefully they 
Might slumber unwaked till breaking of day, 
For each one agreed and each one did say 
It is meet we should rest tonight! 
And then to his cot each silently crept, 
And as all to their promise of peace had kept, 
‘the moments were few till they peacefully 
slept, 
Not a sound n the room, nor a light. 
But, alas! for the poys: alas’ior their-fate! 
The older heads, bound to retaliate, 
That night, at the solemn keystone hour, 
United their strength and counted their power 
Anl broke the spell of that chanted bower 
Where innocent youth were lying. 
For each one attired in but his night dress 
Rapped at the door and forced ingress, 
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They broke the rest of that slumbering gang, 
And doleful the voice ot |. By urang 
As he cried: “Wake, boys! the fun is o’er! 
‘ome, dress yourselves, and sleep no more! 
A telegram in his hand he bore, 
And his eyes seemed “choked” with cry- 
ing. 
tach one awoke and dressed in haste, 
A moment of time they did not waste, 
A sorrowful look on each face could be traced 
As they waited and held their breath. 
“Oh! what is the matter?” them each one cried, 
“Is the town on fire, or has anyone died?” 
PAPO! Says. \Bas it ts worse than ‘all, 
The saddest thing that could well befall 
sias forced us to make this untimely call, 
For A Man has been Talked to Death!” 
The boys were sold! They had nothing to say 
But silent to bed each wended his way, 
Resolving, each one, that some other day 
They would turn the tables again. 
They tried to sleep, but useless endeavor, 
So pestered before they had been never, 
For one after another the “Four” would ever 
Appear on the scene and sound forever 
That tragic and sorrowful strain. 
for three whole hours they kept it up; 
Oh, had they worked as well for the “cup” 
it might have hung on our own Ciub wall, 
And the Forresters then would have had a fall, 
For the N. F. C. would have led them all 
And carried the cup away. 
But when the clock had sounded three 
he four “old foik” they did agree 
That they had had enough of the spree 
And the boys could not repay. 
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But “Samu-e-l M.” hit upon a plan, 
The others joined him to a man, 
And each one quick around him drew; 
Thev took a pillow, some blankets, too, 
A pair of boots and a stovenipe hat, 
Around the whoie a sheet did wrap, 
‘bhen niade sa bier tnevclinax towap, 
And the corse was ready to bury. 
With one small garment and a sheet on, 
Aught more they took not time to don, 
They ranged themselves the corse around, 
They lifted it from off the ground 
And from the room without a sound 
The corse they then did carry. 
They ranged themselves from left to right, 
Le ane tedy apd a rred! tite MWe: 
While Cyrus said Mass in the Latin Tongue, 
Which through the night most solemn rung; 
While “Hank,” with his me’odious howls, 
At the foot of the bier led a'l the yowls;. 
Thus they marched till they stood at the door 
Where by this time peacefully slept the “four.” 
But they leapt from their beds, while with 
fear they shook, 
Then opened the door a little to look. 
“J. B.” round the casing his neck did crook 
And in anguish held his breath. 
Then Cyrus said in his mournful voice, 
“We pray that you'll pardon this doleful noise, 
But a corse we carry, most mournful task, 
And the mourners would have me, as we went 
past, 
Just stop at your door and this question ask: 
“Ts this the Man that was Talked to 
Death.) 
Now this was more than “J. B.” could stand; 
He opened the door, led in the band, 
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Then took the lead and carried the light; 
The whole house rose to see the sight, 
They never thought of their laughable plight 
Of the sight they were to see; 
They traveled the whole house o’er and o’er, 
At least a dozen times or more; 
Till once again they opened the door 
Orihe*buriavpiacer-Parlor B. 
“Slowly and sadly they laid him down!” 
The boots fell off with a startling sound, 
While each the bier did gather around 
All standing the corse about; 
Phen Gye. the silence broke, 
And these are the very words he spoke: 
“Behold the cause of our distress! 
‘This is a fragment, or something less, 

Of a man who wrongfully lost his breath, 
’*Tis the selfsame man that was talked to 
death, 

And we, his memory striving to save, 
Now lay him away in his honored grave. 
His mourners, we, care nothing for dress; 
Just look at us all, it could scarce be less. 
Our appearance has reached a ridiculous pitch, 
To say the least ’tis decidedly mellow, 
So put the boots on the—Poor Old Fellow! 
And let us carry him out! 
Now, that is all of the sorrowful tale, 
My Muse has sounded her mournful wail, 
Her task is done, yet, ere she fail, 
Or stops for want of breath, 
She begs that you will give the palm 
To the memory she would thus embalm 
Peace to those ashes uncontrolled! 
iong may each heart the memory hold! 
And often again may the tale be told 
Of the Man that was Talked to Death! 
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But Shooting Clubs, like other clubs, 
Ofttimes will dwindle down, 

And our great club is only now 
A memory of the town; 

No banners now would wave for them, 
For them no voices * holier,” 

No game is worth the hunting now, 
Except the gamey dollar. 


Some Memories of our 


Village Fire Brigade 


While conning city systems o’er, 
And progress we have made, 

Thought you might like to hear about 
Our village Fire Brigade. 

When fire began to devastate, 
Most properly anent it, 

Came quick conception of some plan 
‘To check or to prevent it. 


Our first fire apparatus here, 
Most primitive you’d call it, 
But light and handy surely ’twas, 
Four men could easy haul it; 

know nota it tadva‘name: 
Some synonym of luck, 

Or shall we simply style it here 
First Pail and Ladder Truck. 
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“Twas long and narrow, lightly made, 
Some ladders down the middle, 
With ropes to hold the same in place 
As fit as any fiddle; 
A rail outside the ladder ran 
That would not slip or slide, 
With handy hooks at intervals, 
Two dozen pails each side. 


The pails were painted red, in truth, 
For crimson glory vied, 

Most lavishly they painted them, 
Their redness was their pride; 

Our own pail factory made the pails, 
And made’them’ extra; large, 

And ever kept their side racks full, 
Nor torsthenr madera charge, 


Such was our first fire fighting scheme, 
In Eighteen forty-nine, 

Of progress in fire fighting plans 
The village first gave sign. 

The citizens then thought it time 
On fires to put a check, 

And so for furtherance of their plans 
They bought our old Goose Neck. 


She was our first fire engine here, 
Came o’er from Canada, 

And was not much to brag about, 
E’en at that early day. 

Improvement in the work was shown, 
THe pails still in the scheme, 

From wells and pumps they filled the box, 
Kept up a steady stream. 
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Poor old Goose Neck, reviled so much, 
She did the best she could, 
Made our citizens realize 
They needed something good. 
In Eighteen fifty-three it was 
A movement was begun 
By which our village soon acquired 


Old \Cataract Nov One: 


The village deemed itself too poor, 
They tried subscription plan, 
And almost everyone approached 
Responded to a man. 
Negotiations soon were on 
With Button’s factory, handy, 
And soon our engine came to hand, 
And faith she was a dandy. 


And next to raise a company, 
But that was little trouble, 
The needed number quickly signed, 
In fact signed more than double. 
And from that goodly company, 
With members full three score men, 
Major Whitney they chose to be 
The first of Cataract’s foremen. 


He served, and served full faithfully, 
And when his term was done, 

Like the courtly gentleman he was, 
He passed the honor on; 

And many foremen followed him, 
As annual changes came, 

But still they held in memory fond 
Their grand first foreman’s name. 
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For foreman came John White, Tom Brown, 
PredvDerrickyJohnnyi@lark, 
Ed. Russell and Jim Tierney, too, 
Who truly left his mark;. 
Don Collins, Alex. Allen, and 
Perhaps a half score more, 
That came beyond my active time, 
My fireman days were o’er. | 


In Eighteen fifty-five or six, 
Or sometime thereabout, 

That Cataract engine did good work, 
Our citizens found out; 

But down behind the Cataract House, 
They thought was too far down, 

And deemed protection needed, too, 
Some farther up the town. 


*Twas then the Third street lot was bought, 
A fire hall built thereon, 
An engine next there was to buy, 
The same was quickly done; 
They deemed our Cataract too light, 
And would not buy her mate, 
So brought our old Niagara here, 
A cumbrous heavy weight. 


How Cataract’s boys made fun of her 
Ts ancient history now, 

And cutting jokes and jeering words 
Oft times would cause a row; 

And oft in annual May parade 
We'd have with them a test, 

When stake or prize in balance hung 
Our Cataract proved the best. 
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One Monday eve, I mind it well, 
And so will many people, 

"Twas “fifty” for the one could. throw 
Above the Catholic steeple; 

And Wm. Landreth, chief, who ne’er 
Excted got, or heady, 

In quiet, systematic way, 
Saw everything was ready. 


Niagaras at the corner stood, 
The Cataract boys soon spy them, 
And just in sort of sportive mood 
They gaily trotted by them; 
There’s Gingerbread, she’s gone ahead, 
They always lead, “dod rot *em,” 
But when she tries to take the prize 
They'll find we've got the bottom. 


Fourth street was reached, the coin was tossed, 
Niagara had first trial, 
With solid stream she sure was there, 
That fact brooks no denial; 
Up, up it creeps, that solid stream, 
Then breaks and starts to sputter, 
A moment, and a few stray drops 
To base of cross just flutter. 


Next Cataract One, and now tor fun, 
Jim Tierney was comanding, 
And looked the foreman every inch 
While on the box there standing; 
‘This test is not the finish, boys, 
Give them a chance for joking, 
Just work the air out of the pumps 
And give the valves a soaking. 
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And so we worked with easy stroke, 
*Twas cruel thus to cheat them, 

‘Though no man worked up to his best 
‘At that we almost beat them; 

Now for the finish trial, men, ' 
Niagaras take their places, 

And there’s determination writ 
Upon their firm set faces. 


The same otd tactics they pursue, 
The solid stream kept rising, 

Nor breaks with speed, and even we 
Look for a feat surprising ; 

Wtih forceful arms at highest speed 
They work for full a minute, 

‘Then.slacken, back,,the test is oer, 
The steeple they can’t win it. 


Now, Cataract One, for-fame and fun, 
Come forward in your beauty, 
Let each man feel his arms are steel 
And nobly do your duty; 
Responsive to the word they spring, 
The end men each wheel blocks, sa tea 
And Foreman Tierney once again 
Has mounted on the box. 


The crackling air is soon worked out, 
With rythmic stroke increasing, 
And now the speed accelerates, 
Each second still increasing ; g 
Jim’s foot is now upon the bar, 
The whole machine now shivers, 
While arms and breasts of striving men 
With tense excitement quivers. 
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A moment so, then from the crowd 
A wild, triumphant roar, 

The men spring back, they know the now 
Successful test is o'er ; 

They upward look while high in air 
Their hats the crowd now toss, 

No drops were those, a solid stream, 
Ten feet above the cross. 


The test was o’er, and nevermore 
Would old Niagara try it, 

She’d worked with might and main to win 
And none could well dney it; 

But then the rub with that old tub, 
And that was where we got ’em, 

When at a squirt they tried to spurt 
They'd nothing else but bottom. 


But Cataract oft excursions made 
To nearby towns for plunder, 

No matter how severe the test, 
She proved herself a wonder; 

And I am sure that there’s a score 
Of trophies tucked away, 

Along with Cataract One, herself, 
In Exempt’s fire hall today. 


In Eighteen fifty-nine the boys 
Of our smart village, then, 

Thought they would have an ergine, too, 
And emulate the men; 

The village fathers they induced 
To ope the purse strings free, 

And thus there came upon the scene 
Young America No. 3. 
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A dainty little engine, she, 
For years their pride and care, 

And wheresoe’er a fire broke out 
Her helpful stream was there; 

But boys, you know, are only boys, 
Like children with their toys, 

They tire of what they have and long 
For other fads and joys. 


Our boys grew tired, the company 
Soon found themselves short-handed, 
The members dropped off one by one, 
And soon they were disbanded ; 
The Bath Island mill then borrowed her 
To keep their straw yard wet, 
When the paper mill and strawsheds burned 
Their fiery fate she met. 


In Eighteen sixty-eight or nine, 
It was the “Hookers” came, 

They called their truck “The Rescue,” and 
They well deserved the name; 

With helmets white, and neat blue shirts, 
A natty show they made, 

The following year, appeared in full, 
Our village Fire Brigade. 


Suspension Bridge an engine had, 
Tiewkapres, tied anc iiue, 
They also had a something like 
A Hook. and Ladder, too; 
Adjacent property to save | 
Was oft the best they made, | 
And when the fire was of extent 
They’d call on us for aid. 
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And when the call would come, of course, 
The call was always heeded, 
Trust “Old Niagara’s Volunteers” 
For quick response when needed. 
One such affair I chronicled, 
Here reproduced entire, 
And many will remember yet 
The Central House great fire. 


The Central House Fire 


It’s just the thing on Sunday morn 
To rise when church bells ring, 
To take your way unto the church 

The proper hymns to sing; 
But jumping up on Sunday morn 
At two o’clock or so, 
To double-quick to fire bell tune 
Ain’t quite the same, you know! 


But Sunday morn, the 28th, 
There galloped into town 

A rider from Suspension Bridge, 
Whose clarion voice might drown 

The cannon’s boom, the thunder’s clap, 
Niagara’s mighty roar, 

As through the streets with lightning speed 
He dashed from door to door. 
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Assistant Foreman George H. Salt 

Was dreaming quite serene, 

Perhaps in his subconsciousness 
He saw the lurid scene; 

The rider dashed up to the door, 
George woke at his alarms, 

And shouted wildly, like the Turk: 
“They come!’ ‘Yo:arms!! To arms!!!” 


But soon the rider did impart 
To George the danger dire, 

The Central House was burning down, 
The Western was on fire; 

George dashed with fury down the street 
To sound the fire alarm, 

And nearly frightened from her wits 
The resident “School marm.” 


But soon the bell was on the swing, 
George to the truck house flew, 

The Hookers they came dashing up 
And out the truck they drew; 

Then George to wake Tom Robinson 
Untiring took his course, 

And like King Richard in the play 
Cried out “A horse! A horse! 


The distant fire burst fiercely out, 
The sparks began to fly, 

The Hookers manned the rope and cried 
“Oh, how is that for high?” 

They couldn’t wait for horses when 
Such danger was abroad, 

Their name was Rescue, and to do 
Or die they took the road. 
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On, on, with never flagging steps 
Past Pierce’s house they went, 
And yelled their President to wake, 
But nary President! 
Then past the Foreman’s house they flew 
And louder still they cried, 
But not an answering word or sign 
Could be by them descried. 


Just then the horse came dashing up 
And quickly was hitched to, 

Then down the long hill to the Bridge 
Like demons wild they flew. 

They crossed the railroad track, and round 
The corner to the fire, 

While from a thousand tongues went up 
The we:come cheer on cheer. 


A Johnny Bull came rushing up 
Flushed up like any Turk: 
“That’s right, my jolly lads, we’ll show 
These Yankees how to work!” 
Sam Mason took the insult up 
And yelled “The deuce you say!” 
Poor Johnny Bull his error saw, 
And quickly ran away. 


They stopped the truck, their ladders raised, 
Where scorching cinders fell, 
And set their hooks within the flames, 
As flame waves roll and swell; 
Sam Mason gained the ladder’s top 
And bravely braved the heat, 
But slipped and fell like any cat 
Plump down upon his feet. 
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Some Hookers of the Bridge engaged 
In chopping down the doors, 

And plied their axes with a will 
In twos and threes and fours; 

Jim Henderson picked up a bar 
And slipped it in a erack, 

He pried both doors off in a wink 
And took them on his back. 


The Hookers labored with a will, 
And tried and tried again, 

They came to save, they worked to save, 
They never work in vain; 

The hook within a window caught, 
A hundred men at hand, 

They gave the word, the rope was stretched 
And by a hundred manned. 


The crowd expectant stand around 
Pole moves. blurrah te they.cry; 
Then one more pull, a gallant pull, 
And out the front walls fly; 
A deat’ning crash, a cinder hail, 
While loud o’er all the noise 
Tad Boyd yells out with thund’rous voice, 
“You've saved the Western, boys!’ 


But here I must not miss to praise 
Brave Cataract, our own; 
Her gallant stream did noble work . 
The sheeted flames to drown; 
I give the praise they well deserve, 
Leivenitiree of force, 
But hang the rascals, how they tried 
To steal the Hooker’s horse. 
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But as the fire was now subdued 
The Hooks prepared to leave, 

Yet they far more substantial praise 
Were destined to receive; 

Tad Boyd came running down to say 
That breakfast had been set, 

And prayed that they would stop and eat, 
And did they stop?—You bet! 


And as the truck they drew along 
Across the railroad. track, 

To rise the hill, which was quite steep, 
Each member bent his back; 

L. W. P. pulled stout and strong, 
A maiden did regard, 

And cried: “Oh, Mr. Pettebone, 
You mustn't work so hard!” 


They left the truck upon the street, 
Then filed by twos away, 

And soon at the Niagara House 
They stood in bold array; 

And when to breakfast they sat down 
The victuals they did fly, 

Sam Mason, just like any hog, 
Stole Freddie Nichols’ pie. 


And Billy Buck, he had bad luck, 
Will Luther served him so, 

He tipped the chair on which they sat 
And let poor Billy go; 

And then Biron his popgun primed 
And made the pop to fly, 

He pointed it at Billy Buck 
And shot him in the eye. 
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But as they’d swept the table clean 
They marched back to the Falls, 

They having proved they always are 
On hand when duty calls; 

(And if our neighbors of the Bridge 
Should need their help again, 

Just let them call, the Hooks will hear, 
None call on them in vain.) 


And soon the truck was placed within 
The Corporation House, 

And then each one prepared for home 
To finish up his snooze. 

And when they came to figure up 
About that half a dollar, 

Pool capped the climax calling roll 
From off a Paper Collar! 


Such were our firemen of those days, 
And such their arduous work, 

No matter when the call might come 
Their duty they’d not shirk; 

But Volunteer Fireman days just passed, 
As village days were passing, 

We call it Our Department now, 
Deserves the highest classing. 


‘Tis not the province of this book 
To speak of present times, 

To wake some memories of the past, 
The object of these rhymes; 

Of things of passing moment here, 
My thoughts [ll free express, 

That is if I may write for you 
A next New Year’s Address. 
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Le Envoi 


Kind friends, you’ll remember, last year, 
I said Au Revoir, not Adieu, 
E’en then I looked forward with pleasure 
To calling again upon you; 
I promised to pick things might please you, 
While conning my mems careful through, 
The result of my memory rambles 
I give you in this—Volume Two. 


And again, ’tis the time for our parting, 
I’ve borne on your patience quite free, 
Perchance on good nature encroaching, 
You’ve always been lenient with me; 
That’s why I’m the lberty taking, 
If next summer we both live to see, 
To say that once more Il] call on you 
And bring you my next—Volume Three. 
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